
Lottes Labours loH . 

gu. And qoicke Berowne hath plighted faith to me, 

Kat. And LongautU wa s for my feruicc borne. 

Mar, 'Durmttr.e is mine as fuse as barke on tree. 

Boyet, Madam, and pretty Miftrcffes giucearc, 

3 mm ediaccly they will againe be heere 
In their ownc lhapes .• for it can neuer be. 

They will digeft this harfli indigmdc, 

Jh*. Will they returne ? 

Boy . They wiU, they will, God knowcs, 

Andlcapefor ioy, though they are lame with blowcs 
Therefore ch ange Fauours i and wlien they repaire, 

Blow like fweet Rofesin thisfummer aire, 
gu. How blow# how blowPSpeaketo be vnderftood. 

B oy. Faire Ladies maskt, are Rofes in their bud : 

Dilmaskt, their darna^kc lweet commixture lhoyvne 
Are Angclsvailing clouds, or Rofes blowne. 

Qu. Auant perplextt ie $ What (hall we do. 

If they returne in their owne lhapes to wo ? 

Re/a, Good Madam, if by me you’lbe adui'sd. 

Let’s mocke them ftill as well knowne as difguis’d’; 

Let vs complaint to them what fooles were beers 
Difguis’d like MufcouitesinlhapelelTe geare • * 

And wonder what they wear*, and to what end 
Their (hallow (howes, and prologue vildcly pen’d • . 

And their rough carnage <o ridiculous. 

Should be prefented at our Tent to vs. 

Boyet. Ladies, with draw: the gallants are at hand. 

,gW. Whip to our T ents, as Roes runnesore Land. 

Exeunt. 

Enter the King and the reft. 

King. Faire fir, God faueyou. Wher’s the FrincefTe > 

Boy. Gone to her tent. 

Heafe it your Maicftie command me any feruice to her ’ 

King. That (he vouchfafe me audience for one word. 

*?• I willand io will (he, I know my Lord. Exit, / 

Ber. Thisfellow pickes vp wit,asFigeonspcafe 
And vtters ie ag'ine > when ioue dothpleafe, 

me is Wits p?dl«r,andretailes his Wares. 
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Af Wakes and WaiTels, Meetings, Markets, Faircs. 
tZc that fell by groffe, the Lera doth know, 
paue notthe grace co grace it with (uch (how. 

This Gallant pins tbe Wcncheson his fleeue. 

Had he bin Adam\ he had tempted Ette. 

He can carue too . andlifpe : Why this is he. 

That kift away his hand in courtdie. 

Th* is the Ape of forme, Mounfier the nice. 

Iteribai hcpl»y« # T.bK chided* Dkc 
Id honourable tearmes, nay he can ting 
A meanc moft meanly, and in V Lhering 
Mend him who can .• the Ladiescall himfweet. 

The ftaires as he treads on them kiffe hisfeetc. 

Thisisthe flower that fmileson euery one, 

To (hew his teeth as whitens Whales bone. 

And confciences that will not die indebt, 

Pay him the d uty of honie.tongucd Boyet. 

King , A bliftcr on his fweet tongue with my hart, 

That put tArmathoes Page outof his part. 

Enter the Ladies. 

Ber. See where it comes. Behauiour what wer’tthou. 
Till this madman (he w’d thee ? And what art thou now ? 
King- All haile fweet Madame, andfaire time or day. 

Faire in all Ha lc isfoule, as I coaceiue. 

King. Conftrue my fpcechcs better, if you may. 

(/Kf . Then wifli me better, 1 willgiucleaue. 

King. We came to vifn you and purpofe now 
Toleade you toour Court, vouchfafe itthen. 

^ 5 . This field (hall hold me, and to hold your vow. 

Nor God, nor I , delights in periur’d men. 

K ina* Rebuke me not for that which you prouokc s 
The vertue of your eye muff breakemy oath. 

Qh. You nickname vertue : vice you fhould hauefpoke . 
For vertucs office neuer breakes men troth. 

Now by my maiden honour, yet as pure 
As the vnfallied Lilly, I ptoteft, 

A world of torments though 1 (hould endure, 

I would not y cold to be your houfes gueft : 


